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Deere 


The TIMES. 
A comic ODE. 
RECITATIVE. 


MS HII diſcontent throughout the land 


appears, 
And Fa#ion's murm - ring din aſſault; 
Our cars; | 
While ſome for War with lungs Sten- 
torian roar, | 


And ſome for Peace inceflantly implore; 

Some neutral, like the Duzch, to either friends, 

_ (As either chance to ſerve their private ends) 

And others who deſpiſe the name of flave, 

Againſt the Scotch and B—te vehement rave; 

Ot private ſcenes aloud cry ©* Fie for thame !” 

An. hint, and ſquint, at what they dare not name; 
Unbrib' 4 


(2) 


Unbrib'd by party, let the Muſe advance, 


The friend of Enghfp mirth, and foe to France; 
Impartial ſtrive to pleaſe alike cach fide, 
Nor rail at Rut, or Sawney's pow r deride; 

To all alike hold up Reflection's glaſs, 


* That ye may ſee your ſhadows as ye paſs. 


Firſt then — Bchold Sir Pelitic appear, 


Sipping his coffee oer the Gazetteer, 


His cravat, wig, and ſnuff, beſpeak him great, 


And ſhew him deeply read in things of State; 
Ha! fee he ſwells, like Delpbos prieſts of yore, 


He ſpeaks ! he burſts! an oracle all o'er. 


AIX. 
To the Tune of, Come hither my Country Squire, 
Confound theſe Peace-botchers, I ſay, 
Did mortal the like ever ſee? 
Our conqueſts ſo dear, 
| Given up to Monfieur, 
O d-— 2a the dull blockheads for me, 


. 


Mer e 2 gd 


For they'll never bring good to the C—n. 


For they'll never bring good to the Co—n. 


C8) 
 Cnorvus. 


Such botching, ſuch miſting. ſuch patching, 
Such no-headed things ne er were known; 


I'd have em all win RF 
In ͤa ftrong hempen firing, 


What 11 in the nick of affairs, 
When Gallia began to knock under; 
When the Spaniard, tis ſaid, 
S hook his cowardly head, | 
At the thoughts of the bold Engl thunder. 


CHO RUusãG. 


Such botching, ſuch ſhifting, ſuch patching, 
Such no- headed things ne'er were known ; 
I'd have em all ſwing 
In a ſtrong hempen ſtring, 


When 


(4 ) 
w hen our carriages preſt with their g old} - | 
The Havannab ſo rich in our hands! 


O ſhame to be told. Ay 
Such a place ſhould be ſold! ) 
What adamp to our brave Engl. ſb bands ! BS 


Such botching, ſuch ſhifting, ſuch 8 3 
Such no- headed things ne er were known; 
I! d have em all ſwing 
In a ſtrong hempen firing, 


For they'll never bring good to the Comm, 
RECITATIVE. 


Scarce could this advocate for fighting ceaſe, 
When lo ! another bawls aloud for Peace. 


AIR. 
To che Tune of, The Petticoat Rule. 


Tis the way of the world, I confeſs, Ne 
Too cavil, to cenfure, and rail, 


T. 
Tho they know not for why — ne ertheleſt - N. 
The multitude twallow the tale : N. 


Come | 


a! | 


leſs - 


* 
— 


: (5) 
Come tell me, in truth, my good friend, 
Since + zhting fo much you approve, 


The camp did you ever attend, 


That ſlaughter and blood thus you love. 


Your politic noddle I fear, 
Wou'd ach at the found of a drum ; 

Then march to the Wars if you dare, 

And rail at the Peace when at home. 


Beſides, fir, our trade will increaſe, 


And plenty again bleſs the land; 
Our funds will grow full when there's Peace, 
And riches to all will expand. 25 


RECITATIVE. 


Now ſhift the ſcene — Behold a diff rent view 
Tom Grumble, to diſſention ever true, 5 

Kails at the Scotch, and ſwears they're rebels all, 
Nor will allow one honeſt, great or ſmall; 


In- 


2) - | 
| Inceflantly he talks, and ſwears between, * 
Arraigns the Court, nor ſpares the K—g or — | 


* 
* 


Ax. 


To the Tune 1 From the Man that 1love. 


. 


Ye Britons ſo prais'd for your valour of old, 
Whoſe deeds in our annals ſo much are extoll'd ; 


Exert now yourſtrength, gain renown by 1 > A 
And drive theſe Scotch locuſts again o'er the Tweed. [ 


Cuorvs. 


Yr" 
ngth, gainrenown by thedeed, | 


Exert now your 
ptch locuſts again o 'er the Tweed. | | 


And drive theſe 


W is the Jate fince with ſword and with. 

po el 

| Your deſtruction they aim'd with implacable ire; - 5 

But brave Exghþ WILL with his myrmidons came, 

And pluck'd down their 2 and made dem f 
quite tame: 9 


2 


2 
CHORUS. 


Exert now your ſtrength, gain reriown by the deed, 
And drive theſe Scotch locuſts again o'er the Tweed. 


| Tho'they flatter and cringe,can iteverbe thought 


That they who cou'd ſell their oi King for a 
„ 1 , EY 
Will be true unto ours ? — Then boldly proceed 


And drive theſe Scotch locuſtsagaino'er the Tweed. 


Cuno us. 
Exert now your ſtrength, gain renown by the deed, 
And drive theſe Scotch locuſts again o'er the Tweed. 


REC1ITATIYV E. 
Gilly, who fat juſt by, and heard him rail, 
Felt in his breaſt the patriot glow prevail, 
Takes up his mull his ſpirits to recruit, 
To vindicate the Scotch and Earl of B—te. 4 : 
1 IIR. 


% 
0 A IR. | 
To the Tune of, The Highland Laddie. 


Troth gude mon, 
Say aw ye can, 
The bonny lads ne heed your — 3 
ns ſcoffs and ſneers, 
And aw your jeers, 
But ſerve to ſhew your country” 8 failing: 


* 


Then ceaſe your ſkits and aw your railing, 
| Since diſcontent” s your country's failing. 


Then ceaſe, &c, 


The Highland lads, 
In bonny plaids, 
win fight as lang as they can ſtand, fir; ; 
Ne ane can ſay, 
They run away, 
While they can raff a ſword in hand, fir : 


| at rb red 


"T$3 
So ye may rail and reprimand, _—_ 
But Scots will fight whilſt they can ſtand, . of 
1 „ —— 


Gude mon gie or, 
And rail ne more, 
Your words are like the paſſing wind, ſir ; 
Tho rude it blow, 
Yet well we know, 
It ne er can leave a trace behind, fir. 


Then let na rage torment vour mind, fir, 
For words are like the paſling wind, fir. 
Then let na rage, &C. 


RECITAT IV E. 


Thus while each man as diff” rent views prevail, 

For ſtill tis weighty int'reſt turns the ſcale) 

- Defends one ſcheme, or ridicules another, 

Let me eſcape this ſcene of noiſe and pother ; 'w h 
it 


(1) 
With ſocial friends relax my joyous ſoul, 


And drown all pa rty in a flowing bowl; 


In chorus had. we ll make the ceiling ring, 
True to our country, loyal to our King. 


IE AI. 
To the Tune of, Sing Tantararara Maſk all. 


Come my lads fill a bumper and let it go round, 


With mirth and good humour this — ſhall be 


cCrovn'd, 


Let the Grumblers perſiſt themſelves to torment, 


While we in a bottle can find ſuch content. 


Sing Tantararara drink all, drink all, 
Sing Tantararara drink all. 


Let them rail at the War, fir, or rail at the Peace, 


The folks at the Helm will een ſteer as they pleaſe 
Then puſh round the glaſs, let em d and 
brawl, 


And we will fing Tantararara drink all; 
Sing Tantararara drink all, &C. 


| | 
3 | 


S . 


W 17 3 5 r 
. 


(11 


| 

While we join hand in hand, come a freſh bumper 
ring, 

| Here's a Phealth and Tucceſs to our country and 


King; 
Ma d our ſoldiers and een united agree, 
And when they come home be as merry as we. 
4 * Sing Tantararara drink all, drink all, 
be Sing T antararara drink all. 
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A 


* 

1 
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(12) 


ATATECEPEIEIETTIECET EE. 


To the Tune of, 4 Cobler there was, 
| I. 


5 ww HILE each love-fick ſcribler to dreſs up the 


Will run for a garland the Devil knows where ! 


Of her mind and her perſon they tell us ſuch lies, 


That ou think her a goddeſs juſt dropt from the | 


Derry down, down, down derry down. 


' 


Tho ſatire I mean not, ſuch praiſe I deteſt, OE 
Yet my fair ſhall be ſung of as well as the reſt, 
And while with my pen faireſt truth goes along, 


1 doubt not but Betſey will liſt to my ſong. 


Derry down, down, &c. 


e 


1, 


_ Good ſenſe goes in hand with the ſmart repartee, 


11550 
III. 


FTho' her eyes are not light'ning to ſet us on fire, 
Yet their beams are as bright as a man can deſire, 
Tho' nor lillies or roſes her cheeks overſpread, 
What's better, there's true fleſn and blood, white 
and red. 


Derry down, down, &c. 


IV. 


Her perſons” majeſtic, yet caſy withal, 


Not to ſtrait as a cedar, nor nothing fo tall; 


To ſay that with Venus the vies tor her air, 
Since [I never ſay Venus, I cannot declare. 


Derry down, down, &c. 
i 
Her wit is ſtill juſt in what witty ſhould be, 
Not 


(14). 


Not prudithly ſqueamith, nor wantonly gay, La 
Yet — and den as the birds are in May. * : 


Derry down, down, &c. | 


1 
if To ſum up the whole, you may ſearch the world f 
Wi! ro | 


A nymph more compleat there can never be found | 
Then ceaſe, ye vain ſeriblers, your flattering lays, 


For Betſey alone is the ſubject of praiſe. 
1 Derry down, down, down derry down. 1 
| "t 


28 


VN. 


To the Tune of, Come all ye y 


The BUMPER or WIN E. 


aung Lovers, who wan 
With. Deſpair. — 


I. 


E vot'ries of Bacchus who love a full flaſk, 
Who jovially fing to the ſound of the caſk, 


Who ſtint not your mirth when grave Time Arikes 
the hour, 

But ſwiftly purſue the old grey-headed Wr ; 

As a friend give we leave then your mirth to pro- 
loug, 


While you circle the giaſs,-to repeat you a ; ſong, 
II. 


Ne er heed the dull aſſes who always at ſtrife, 
Still war with themſelves and the pleaſures of * 
et 


= (16) 
Let em whine, cant, and preach, and do all that 
they can, 8 F 
Let us, like true ſouls, make the moſt of a ſpan ; | '* 


At their ſatisfaction let us ne'er repine, 1 
While we can find more in a Bumper of Wine. 1 
III. 1 , 

1 


Good wines' the beſt gift that the Gods can beſtow, | 
To give us a taſte of their Heaven below, _ 
Its charms are beyond the deſcription of art, b 
It warm, it enlivens, makes joyous the heart; 

The young and the old 'twill their ſenſes renne, 

Such charms there are found in a Bumper of Wine. 

IV. 

The lover who fighs for his fair one unkind, 

Has found in a bottle a balm for his mind ; 
The miſer who doats on his hoarded up tore, 

By chance has been bleſt as he ne'er was before; 

When Bacchus has giv'n him the juice of the vine, 
Such charms there are found in a Bumper of Wine. 


(17. ) 
> 


Then give me your voices ye friends to the cauſe,) 
For — the ſubje demands your applauſe, 


This truth I declare, and I'd have the world know 
| it, 


'Tis wine that at preſent has made me a poet: 


Then fill me a = gy this liquor divine, 
And let this be e 


toaſt, Here Sa 2 of i Wine. 


AN 


INVOCATION ro PLE ASURE. 
To the Tune of, Humphry's Gavot. 
LLASsuRE, Goddeſs all divine! 
Come, O come, my ſoul is thine : 
Come, O come, with graceful air, 

Come and drive away dull. care. 


Care that ſuits with ſordid minds, 
Such as icar or ay'rice binds, 
Selfiſh, ſullen, human brutes, 
Thoſe alone dull care beſt ſuits. 


Bring 


(19) 
Il. 
Bring with thee ſweet dimpled Love, 
Cupid will with pleafure rove ; 


| Bacchus too muſt join the train, 
E. Bacchus prompts the jocund ftrain. 


IV. 
Merry Momus too appear, 
F Momus is a foe to Care; 
Let me, let me join the choir, 
Pleaſure is my ſoul's defire. 


I'll with Bacchus toſs the glaſs, 
And with Cupid toaſt my lafs ; 

Or with waggiſh Momus laugh, 
Thus Fll love, and thus I'll quaff. 


ring | 50 WY . Hen: 


(20) 
VI. 


Hence with all your ſober rules, 
Wretched 
Muſty morals I deſpiſe, 

Love and mirth can make us wiſe: 


pedants, prating fools ! 


On — of Gn AN BI «Recovery; 
And Arrival in Town. 


'To the Tune of, The ecchoing Herr calls the Huntſ- 
man alroad. Ns 


I. 


-Hz dangers of war had brave — eſcap'd, 
And peace open'd fair to his view, 

When death whom his valour defy'd in the ſtorm, 

In cool blood did the hero purtue : 

Ah! cowardly ſpectre, thou never would dare, 

I''attack him when warm in the fight; 
On But meanly approach'd when his ſoul was becalmd 
"4... dreamt of thy — ſpite, 


With 


en) 
U. 


5 With vity ch brave Enclif heart heav'd: a ſigh, 
I To think of the honours he'd won! 
To think the grim monſter in peace ſhou'd effect, 
What in battle he ne er cou'd have done; 
* Avertit kind heaven! (Britannia implor d) 
_ *© Reftore him again to my arms; 
No peace and content deign to viſit * ſhores; 
O kt him enjoy all their charms.” 


ul. 


She ſpoke, when the FEY at her pray r. dropt 
his dart, 
And grin n'd ghaſtly an horrible ſmile l 0 
I'll ſpare him (quoth death) in regard tothy tears, 
* He ſhall reap the reward of his toil ; 
% Again to his bleſt native land I'll reftore, 
* The brave victor in health and in peace, n 
The grave, diſappointed, ſhall yawn — but i in 
* vain, ” 
. u time ſhall his glories increaſe,” 


Ppt 


(23) 


IV. 


| Once more, happy Britain ! thy Granby's return'd, 


Triumphant to bleſs thy fond eyes, 
Shout, Engliſhmen, ſhout ! lt your voices and hands 
Applaud him from earth to the ſkies. 
Again o'er your fields he the fox ſhall purſue, 
"Again he ſhall laugh o'er the bowl, 


— Unfulliced his laurels, immortal his fame, 


_ Unrival'd, and great as — his ſoul. 


(24) 


EXEAEXEX EREXERERERERERR 


A WELCH DITTY. 


To the Tune, f of a noble Race was Skenkin. 


I. 


for pleſs hur nople Kg,, fir, 
And make hur great and wiſer, 
Dr elſe hur foes 


CCP 
And pluck out poth kur eyes, fir. 


„ 


O giſe hur wiſdom plenty, 

To ſave the land from ruin, 
To baſſſe what 

3 The French and Scot 

Are now together prewing. 


w 


(25) 


= i C 
: The Tefle take 'em both, . 
For England's petter thriving 
And throw her net, 
Juſt now they ſit 
Poor Englan s fate contriving. 


IV. 


Cot pleſs her nople Tuke, ſir. 
A man of might and mettle; 
Hur made em kip, 
And dance and leap, 
Like tumplings in a kettle. 


V. 


May hur with ſword and ** 
— the nation's glory, 
And drive again, 
1 The ſcabby train, 
he 6 ho now above us ſoar high, 


(26) 


VI. 


There's Ned of York, his — | 
An honeſt poy, hur'] warrant, 


Who hates the Scotch, 
And loves a notch, 
And heaven ſend hur ſtore owt. 


v. 


Cot pleſs hur nople Q—n too, 
And eke hur handſome face, 
But out u 
The ficked rogue, 
That wrote apout hur A—, 


It 
V 
Sy 
D 


he 


ih happen'd he met her one day in the grove 
- When he kift her and told her again of 


(27) 
Deen eee EWA 1 24 


The OLD HAT. 
To the Tune of, Stick @ Pin there. 
a o Chloe young Damon had long told 10 tale, 


Let o 2 her ſtrict virtue cou d never prevail, 
He prais'd her, he preſt her, he Kkiſt and all that, 


Yet ſhe vow'd that he never ſhould touch her Old : 


Hat. 
Touch her Old Hat, touch her Ola Hat, 


Vet ſhe vow'd that he never, &c. 
Il. | 


his love ; 
Shefrown'd and cry d, ſie fir, what wou'd yoube at! 


D'you think that you ever ſhall touch my Old Hat? 


Touch yes &. 


(2) 
III. 


The place a was inviting, no creature was near, 
When Damon, determin'd to caſt away fear, 
And while his heart danc'd in his breaſt pit-a-pat, 
He ſwore by young Cupid he'd feel her Old Hat. 


Feel her, dc. 
Tv. 


The aid was alarm'd, firuggled, threaten'd, SE 


and ſwore, 
And did all ſhe cou'd to ens from his pow 7. 
His ends ſhe declar'd he ſhould never come at, 


- And ſwore ſhe thould die if he touch'd her Old Hat. 


E ouch d her, &c. 
V. 


But all was in vain, with his paſſion grown ftrong, 


On the graſs he ſoon laid miſtreſs Chloe along; 


Yet Riill the cry'd Damon, What wou'd you be at ? 
O rot _ O eurſe you! you'll tear my Old Hat. 
T ear my, &c. 


dat, 


. 


(19) 
VI. 


* The youth gain d his point, fir, and fince the fair 


maid, 


ol Damon has not been fo ſorely afraid, 


She ſeldom enquires what he would be at, 3 


| $0 he does what he pleaſes with Chloe OLD Har. 


Chloe's, &c. 
VII. 


Nis CuLos affects now no more to be coy, 


But willing as Damon will ruſh to the joy, 
While Damon's ftrong paſſion is grown ſomething 


flat, 
Since he finds her as eaſy — as any 0¹⁴ Hat. 
"ny OLD Har, &. 
Monſieur 


(30) 


ECF 


Monſieur de Never- a- Noſe. 
To the Tune of, Come let us prepare, &c. 


| I. 
OUR aid, O my muſe, 
Now do not refuſe, 
Bat come to the theme I propoſe z\ 
Athft my odd plan, 
While fing of the min, 
Call'd Monjieur De Never-a-noſe. 


l. 


We have always been taught, 
Since Britons have fought, 

And Frenchmen profeſt themſelves foes ; 
That tho' in the field, 

We have forc'd them to yield, 

In the cloſet they bit Britain s noſe, 


319 
In. 
But bold by ſucceſs, 
We dare now profes, 
In council to out-wit our foes ; 
And if we ſhould find 
Things not to our mind, 


Proud France muff beware of ber Noſe. 
* 


But this politic nation 
To all our vexation, 
When together they met to propoſe ; 
That our project ſhould fail, 
And nothing avail, 


Sent Monfieur De Never-a-noſe. 


. 
The Exgliſb were fad, 
And almoft ftark mad, 
That their ſcheme was thus baulk d, I proc ; 


: 
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3 
But when they heard tell, 
That our plots he d not /mel], 


They were glad he had Never-a-m/e. 


VI. 


Then in kind complaiſance, 
To our neighbours of France, 


Our M—ft—y ſtrait, it is ſaid; 


To finiſh the plan, 
In é return ſent a man, 
Call'd Monfieur De Never-a- bead. 


— 
1 


- r 


4 
f 
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Th 


4 
- 
. 
1 
i 


| 


The doctor came, — ſhe rear'd her 
And figh'd, © Ah, doctor, I ſhall de“ 
« Fear not, dear madam ( h 


J have a 


RH OD 


The Sick Lady cured. 


(To the Tune of. Sick of the Town at once Ties. 


ALI A was fick, and lay 2-bed, 
No mortal her diſcafe could f 


Gargle 


'd) 
_ * Your pulſe beats high; but w 


I. 


* Shall all your facultics reſtore ; 
This julep, madam, take at noon, 


** And thirty of theſe drops at four: 


D 


potent draught which ſoon, . 


of that? 
Some have been worſe, yet have not. dy d, 
Nor are you yet ſo near your fate, 


« Ah, | 


# * 4 
| 4 «4+ 


5 
D G 4 ). 


« Ah, dation! n 
8 No drug it do, I'm all on me, 
hm ct Ee give me caſe, 
> But what, alas Idare not name: 


III. 

% Tis a fund root which ladkes uſe, | 
* In harmleſs ſport to graſp or ſpan; 
Between two precious ſtones it grows, 
Upon the famous {ſe of Man.” 
The doctor took her meaning right, 


And what (the muſe forbids to tell) 
Apply d, ſoon did her bus neſs quite, 


And Ele now — thank God, is well. 


(35) 
 LRLLETERERELERETETERERE 
T HE 
ASSEMBLY oF THE cops. 
To the Tune of, Puſ cha the * Bel.” 
EP 


Y an edit from Fove, wm the deities met, 


B On the top of Olympus day, 
To _ the true means ns that wou d pleaſure be- 


* And the bliſs trait to — convey, convey, 
1 And the bliſs trait to mortals convey. 
. 
Great Juno urg d power and wealth as the thing 
The ſureſt to pleaſe human kind ; - 


That ſplendor, and empire, a ſcepter, a king, 
Was all that e'er fancy could od, could fd, 
Was all, e. 0 


* 
* Wh ; 
'q "EM n 1 1 me e A — 1 * RY : * oF a » 


. 
II. 5 


The gratcfulleſt gift, & e. 


IV. 


Then Pallazappear A with her lance and her! ul 
And beauty the faid was a toy, 17 
That wiſdom alone would true * ineſs yield, If Ia 
That wiſdom alone cou'd ne'er cloy, ne'er C P; 
That wiſdom alone, &. 


V. 


Hpollo ſaid harmony only could pleaſe, 
That muſic the — had alone 

85 To _ ev'ry ſorrow, to ſoften, to caſa, 
ond beauty, or wit, or a crown, a crown, | 


Beyond beauty, or wit, &c. 


But ſweet-ſmiling Venus, the queen of ſoft love, | Sterr 

_ * Diffented from Jano's high plan, W 
And faid the was certain that beauty wou'd prom The 
The gratefulleſt gift unto man, to man, W 


3 ——— — * — e „ N — 
_ 


* (97). 
VI. 
por Mars was for daughter, and glory he Gaid, 
Was all that the foul could defire "= 
The ſhrill-founding trumpet and laurel-wreath d 
head, 
Was a greatneſs the world muſt admire, admire, 
Was a greatneſs, &c. 


VII. 


Next Momus approach'd with ſarcaſtical grin, 
And jeering his council addreſfs'd, 
| If laughing your deities deem not a fin, 
' Im ſure it would pleaſe *em the beſt, the beft, 
I'm ſure it would ** &c. 


. 
| 
Now w recling ting ring Barks appear'd » with a bowl, L 


J court this requeſt, 
fn, Toh ade bu but his * — and — * his foul, 
"| That wine w 
ö 


ou d pleaſe mortals the beſt 


That wine wou d pleaſe mortals the beſt 


(8) 
_ 
The gods all conſented and took a large ſup, . 


And own'd the moſt pleaſure in wine, 


 Fove gave his command, and the council broke up, | 
And Bacebus came down with the vine, the vine, 


And Bacchus came down, &c, 


X. 


In wine is compriz that we 8 

Tis a friend to to 8 wiſ ry joy and love, 

It heightens the fancy, „it baniſhes care, 

Tis is a type of the gs above, above 
Tis a type, &c. 


Then circle the glaſs, din chorus kt's join, 
To Bacchus our voices we'll raiſe; 
To Bacchus who planted the gra ge, pre, vine, 


T0 Banker i dun al our our praiſe, 
"= Bacchus is due all = praiſe. 


4 


: 
i 


* 
* 
- 


- 


(39) 
F XII. 


£ FWI 
Hail madd el 35 our vines Mes fin Protekt. 

And — we'll your bounty repay, 
mo hands, and bumpers — in ey'ry re · 
up, | 
— ; Tee we'll toudly Ruzza! — | + 

| OO Oo . 


i 2 
FP 
* -, 
4 __ 30. 
| * 
4 
* 
» 8 ; 
| —_ 
| 5 
Wt 4 p * 
f 0 
* 
* 
| * 
2 ? * 
3 
| Fo 
. 


(40) 


New conical Song on the comical Peace, | 
Or, a PRETTY PROSPECT. | 
To the Tune of, Is Story we're told. F 


Ons life to his Grace, 
Who has-made us a peace 
To fave our old _— fat bacon, | 
Our ſoldiers to 
83 = hy wa Zen did ſeare, 
to yield up the premiſſes taken, 
rave boys, And to yield, &c. 


(41) 
2 
Our tars ſhall no more 
Be preſs d from the ſhore, 
But quietly live with their friends ; 
Their time they may — 
With a bottle and laſs, 
Or 2 making ropes ends, 
Poor men, „ 
Our ſhips in their ide, 
— 1 ſhall 15 
The i. lords of the ſea ; 
While commanders, once out, 
Shall all be turn'd out, 


And famiſh genteel on half pay. = 
Poor men, And famiſh gente, de. Py 


Iv. 


Our beaus alamode, 
If trav'ling the road, 
A hero diſcarded they fmoake 1 


(42) 
Shall ery 0 1 Aimé, 
Look yonder and ſee 
© The reward of our brave hearts. of oak, 
* Brave 1 men, The reward, &. 


« 4 ' Ty * t, 
4 3 = 1 4 4 
' 

Me. . S 


Let — * Foote 

Commence a diſpr of NOTE 

New levies of vagabou Ca 64 

Each mimick Lill God +a 

A patron moſt kind, 

While valour muft live upon Bays. 
Poor _ WR valour. * 


E vi. 

On taylors- that frogs 
Vainſt France as they ought, 
When Elliot to victory ſed ; 

A needle muſt weild, 

Inftead of a ſhield, 


Or beg in the ſtreets for their bread, 
Poor men, Or beg in the fireets, Ne. 


| | Shall keep 'em to 
y Poor men, S 


* * 


Our ſoldiers ſo keen, 
No more fhall de ſeen 3 
In ſhining and terrible rpys ; 


(63) 
VII. a 


1 121 Tl pf EA . ; 


a ” 


| No more ſhall they ram: 
| But our farmers at home,. 
igbtron the Crows,” * - 
keep em to, &c. 


( 44) 
eee SIRI IGISIAAFIDA 
Darby M* Hone's Lamentation. 

An IRISH SONG. 


To the Tune of, I nowr will marry while v, s of | 
\ What will become of poor Darby M Home, | 
Who has come all the way from the county 
Tyrone, | | 


To get him a ſervice, but faith can get none, 
"Caſe why he's an Ji dear joy fir, 


| For ib Guce in Lonks oy ** 
That Sowngy's been pairing a young lion's nails, ; 

Aud that Scotland's — got into the middle of Wales, 
By Shaint Patrick, it muſt be a lie, fir, 


(45) 
55 
Tho' faith I came hither my fortune to make, : 
Not doubting ſome lady my fancy might take, 
But ah as I've brew'd — fo I find I muſt bake, 
For Scotſmen are now all the faſhion; 


Shillalee's no more, the Scorch whiniard prevails, 
And Scotland's got into the middle of ales, 


: | While the young Englifs lion has loft teeth and nails 


Buy my ſhoul there is nought but fexation. 
III. 


O could I but get out the burr from my throat, | 
I'd paſs for a Scozſman, and ſo turn my coat, 


But by Jafus I'd ne'er fell my king for a groat, 
Beeaſe I'd be honeſt and loyal. 


But while England's lion's bereft of his nails, 


And Scotland's transfixt in the middle of Wales, 
I een take again to my yoke and my pails, 


And to labour ſhall make no denial. 


(46) 
. 


| Whoe'ercou'd ha} thought it cou rd e'er bethe lot 


Of Exgland or // ates to — rid by the Scot, 
When lately ſo many were hung uy and ſhot, 
= making of firye and rebellion 5 


heir. ta 


Who-dream i 0 d return ere to England through & 
Wal | 


| To curb Britaix's lion and pair off his nails, 
As they ve done by the help of a ſtallion. 


Txt = 9 
1 find then I've n the wrong fide the poſt, 


That panders, and ſtalliom, and pimps rule the 


roaſt, 


And that he's the beſt off who tan flatter the oſt, 


* think * time to be jogging; 
White 


| WhenCv MB baun WL made the rogues turn 


: A 


But ſince 


(7) 


. | While England is weigh'd in a Scotch pair of 

And Sawney keeps ifnug in the middle qq V ales, 
Buy Jaſus poor Paddy ny e enabite his · hai, 

| | For in faith here are no ſigns of progging. 

: 6 OS ie 6 4 - E et - 


Sy, Nov im 
There was Patrick Maglochiin, and Fammy Fitz- 


With many brave fellows (I can't tell their names) 
Who came here to Ex9land and married rich dames 
With houſes and money good ſtore, fir ; 


England's lion has loſt teeth and nails, 

And Scetland's crept into the middle of Wales, 

The gimlet's deſpis'd and the winniard prevails, 
And the fam'd Iris jigg is no more, fir. 


Then 


(47) 
vl 
Then England adieu! — fince by Scotſmen 
Look ſharp, or by Jaſus you're ſurely undone, 
| May heavn nillebe both the Crown and the 


Throne, 
And defend the true faith's great Defender ; 


For while Exzland's lion's bereft of his mils, — b 


And Scotland lies cloſe in the middle of Wales 
Take care of the Scotch that they don't turn 
ST © 

And aſfif to bring in the Pretender. 


. RRC 


(49) 


The Soldier's Farewell. 
1 c A N T A 1 *. 


REC ITATI K. 


Ouz' D by the drum, the ſignal to away, 
a R Ready D march ſee foldier Vill obey ;. 


oſe to his fide his much-lov'd Moll appears, 
Her hair dithevel'd, red her eyes with tears: 
Her belly, prominent, too plainly ſhews / 
Not vain her grief, not vain alas! her woes _ 
With loving arms the claſp'd him to her breaft, 
And thus her withes, thus her fears, . 


AIR. 1 1517 
To the Tune of, Long had the French navy. | 


5 And muſt my dear lll am ſail over the main, . 3 
y Tofight the t: fc Benne. orhumble proud$ain? 


A? 


(50) 
hore ? 
In my mind I behold the broad enſigns diſplay d, 
The men all in order for battle array'd ; 
The truinpet gives notice for fight to prepare, 
I die at the thoughts on't, I fink with deſpair. 
CHORUS. The trumpet gives notice, &c. 
And conqueſt the laurel of vict'ry beſtow 
Safe return'd. to my arms thould I ſee thee again, 
mecumn 


My ſpirits revive fafe from war's dread alarms, 


] fear, ah! I fear l ſhall ſee thee no more ; | | 


Ah! muſt you be gone from your dear native 


B 


| 


Eſcap'd froin the conteſt where thouſands are lain, | 
How blcit will my fate be! — while many muſt | 


For thoſe whom grim death won't permit to return 


— „ 


Should heav'n aſſiſt thee againſt the proud foc, | 


— at Woo 


My William with glory thall bleſs theſe fond arms, 


Cuoxvys, My ſpirits revive faſe, &c. 


R &| 


( 
ire RcirarIvxE. 


| Will, in whoſe breaſt each manly virtue ſhone, 


With ſympathizing forrow heard her moan ; 


Firſt wip'd the tears that ftarted in his eyes, 
And then to calm her ſorrow thus he tries. 


AIR. 

| To the Ts of, What cheer my boneſt ent. 

| Nel er fear my deareſt Moll, 
But I thall come again, 
n, | Tho' o'er the foaming ocean, 
ain, I fail againſt proud Spain: 
nuſt From death kind heaven will guard me, 
1 Amid the dire alarms, 

turn And ſafe again reſtore me, 
3 Unto thy faithful arms. 
rms. 


Cn OR Us, From death kind heaven will guard 
me, —_— 


(52), 


Then not I muſt leave you, 
_ *Tis — for a while ; 

Tod England foon I ſhall return 
With honour and with ſpoil ; 


| Then baniſhforrow from thy heart, 
That ſoe to all thy charms, 5 


For faſel I ſhall come again 
_ Vato hy faithful arms. 


Then baniſh ſorrow, & 1 
| 


Son's 


—_ 


To the Tune of, As I was a driving wy Waggon 
: 


W B—d—d at Paris, from England ap- 


The este beheld his rum . and 
ſneer 

Ah hal quoth the ſcoundrels, ts juſt as we faid, | 
| They have ſent us a ſtateſman wi h Never-a-head. 


Ah, poor Britain, Great little Britain, 
Vitiful Britain, Heigho! 


—— — | 7 
= h | 


True, 


(54) 
II. 


True, anſwers 2 friar, with ſubtle grimace, 
He comes, ye all know, firs, to treat of a peace? | 
And who with a head wou'd be ſent on th' occafion 
When a ** is ** to an half- conquer d 
nation: 


Ah, poor Britain, Great little Britain, 
Pitiful Britain, Heigho ! 


1 


| Yet, look ye, continu'd the cunning old ſeer, 
This proves they've no heads who have order'd | 
him here; 

For had they — they ſure wou'd have kept him at 
FF KT 

| And ſent us their treaty with cannon and bomb. 


Ah poor Britain, little Great Britain, 
Pitiful Britain, Heigho ! 


Their ſcheme (entre 


(38 
IV. 


By But willing to grant us a peace you muſt know 


They give back their conqueſts, and worſhip a foe, 
In this they endeavour with vain complaifance, 


To be ſtill more polite than the people of France, 


Ah, poor Britain, little Great Britain, 
Pitiful Britain, Heigho ! | | 


V. 


It wou'd then have been wrong, my good friends, 


to have ſent us 
Aman with a head that wow'd fure circumvent us, 
Had they ſent us a Legg, or a Pitt, or a Temple, 
nous) wou'd not anſwer the 


ſample. 


Ah, poor Britain, little Great Britain 
Pitiful Britain, Heigho! * 


Then 


£55) 


, 
And ſnap at a peace while their lion inclin'd is, 
For if once he relapſes 1 — fortune is fled, 

And he'll call home his ukeſhip with Never-a- bead 


Ah, poor Britain, little Great Britain, 
Pitiful Britain, Heigho ! 


| x 
Then nike yourſelves happy that Faglendfo kind — 


(67) 


Co» 

6d. | French Dancing-M er. 
1 A CANT ATA. 
| RI I TAT Iv 


| Am his young pupil monſieur taught to dance, 
He wiſh'd 23 2 diff rent ſtrain ad- 


Her — all _ unadorn'd * art 
Had cut a caper in : 
And while he gave his leffon to _ fair, 
. He thus addreftd her to the minuet air. 
be 85 e AIR. 


— & 


(38) 


Alx 1 | 
To the Tune of, Marſhal darts Minuet. 


Pretty mils, 
Let me kifs 
Thoſe pouting rubics ; 


Sacre Dieu, how charming | ! | 


Heav'ns ! how alarming !_ 
Are your little bubbies. 


Dey fill me vid deſire, 

Faith I'm all o' fire; 

One — two — three, 
Bien jaulè, 

Tourna vous, mon charmer, 
Such a blooming creature, 
Bleft in ev'ry feature — 

Venus, now alarm her 


Pretty miſs — Let me kiſs, &c. 


R- 


ITE 


&c. 


(39 


RECITATIV z. 


The docile fair his leſſons learn'd with eaſe, 
And all her motions did her maſter pleaſe ; 


But ſoon the minuet was laid afide, 


And a ſmart jigg more pleafing that ſupply d. 


Air 


To the Tune of, The Rakes of Rocheſter. 
1. 


No minuet or louvre 
uoth the can e er compare to this, 
No rigadoon fo clever 
As teaching us to kiſs: 
It brightens, 
It heightens, 
It foftens— it enlightens, 
It charms us, 
It warms us, 


To extaſy and bliſs. 


(60) 
— * 


One then. ye pretty. miſſes, | : 
That fain — learn with eaſe to mos 
In dancing ſure ſuch bliſs is 
No prucle can diſapprove ; 
Enchanting, 
| Gallanting, 
Such fainting and ſuch panting, | 
Bauch fighing, 
ERR 2 
With all the ſweets of love. 


* 


661) | 
55 eee 
A * 


New SONG, on an Old BOOT. 


1 Written extempore, on bein ackred to ay ſomething on. 
the ſuby 


To the Tune of, Stand round my brave 1 
Ake a fong on on a Boor ! — Lord, how can! | 
1 Tia L taſk I declare it ; 


Tho! it Ae up my wit, — my muſe cannot ö et 
our to its ſovercign merit, 


II. 
Jo. . does't belong ? — ber PRE is my fong) 
This Boor, to be fure, has an owncr; 
{That i its worth will be known, I are venture a Grown 
It's now in the high road of honour. — 


| * 


6 
In. 


He is both rich and wiſe, the Auditor cries, | Piri 


And an excellent jichemer to boot; 


There's B-d4—42 and hc, if the reſt wou'd agree, | ] 


Would pluck L-b—y up by the root. 
IV. 


The Briton ſo neat, in every ſheet, 1885 
One wou'd ſwear for my lady 'tis written, 


While nothing but ſenfe we can ſay in defence | 


Of SMALLwiT's opponent, North Briton. 


 Boor's rich on my life, thank his good Fnelifp wile, 
And kind fortune which put lym upon her; 
Let him pocket her wealth, but why ſhou'd the ei 
Endeavour to pocket our honour ? 


— III 


rere, 


8 | 


( 63) 


VI. 


1 Pirſt he 0 down this RY that P—t is 2 fool, 


An the Leg they had booted before, 
Deftructio: they hurl'dto all parts of the world,” 
But knew not what time to give 0 er. 


| VII. 
| 


in rule of rk pective, this Boor is projective, 
And cle: ivo in cach point of ſight, fir; 
There is none in its ſtation, fo ſxill'd in the nation, 


To bring obſcure objects to light, ſir. 
VIII. 5 


He has maxims quite new, as to art it is true, 
His axiom, i beg you will mind it, 


he ef} For tis clever, no loubt, io iſh merit out, 


. Where nobod Jever could find it. 


7 Though 


( 64) 
= 


Though his artiſts we roaſt, they have got each a N 
poſt, xn 
It they ſtir they are male to blame, 
For if they keep quiet, and not breed a riot, 
There 1s nobody knows they've a name. 


= — 
As to genius theſe fellows, * tis quite dead they a ;- 


| " 

In praiſe of the antients they're Ntubborn: 
While we laugh in our ſleeve at the prices they give 
For the antique product of a modern. ; | 


As the Thiftle i is found on good Engl; 2 ground, | 
* ſeed to ſcatter and ſpread, 
Unleſs the land's matter, to ſtop the diſaſter, ll 
In infancy knocks off the head. 


ha | ö . 
- Thusa Scotſman when once he can get in his ſronce 
And wriggle himſelf into power, 
Ke. kindred he'll muſter, which hanginacluf- 
Like locuſts to ſpread and devour. 
fel . XIII. 


| Kath view from an height England's guardian alight, 
1 Brave WILLIAM, the ſcourge of rebellion, 
ve ' With Nx o, heart of oak, ſo ſond of a joa, 
| They will-cudgel each tatterdemalion. 


XIV. 
See Willie Ogerth, almoſt ſunk to the earth, 
And curſing his time-ſerving ſpirit, 


For what penſion or pelf can bring eaſe to himſelf 
Or repay for his — merit? 


5 


FR 


p New- 


466) 


X. 


Newfoundland was loft, next ſhips on the coaſt, 
With troops to relieve the Havannab ; - 


But 's miſtaken, the city was taken, 
A 10 was FOR Wi ams plan a. 


XVI. | 


But to end now my ſong, which is rather too bug, 


But is till very. pot of Boo r 's merit; 
Yet who the verſe hits, or the blue 'bonnet fits, 
add ens him full kt to wear it. 


"ly 


4 Wit 


The Way to win | her. 


A CAMNTAT A 


"Tus RECITATIYE. 
| Von 1d buzam — ſuch the will of fate; ; 
Dorinda mourn'd, alas! her widow'd * 
| With fighs and tears, in diſmal black array d 


She all the awful charms.of grief diſplay'd ; 
Such charms as ſoqn a crowd of lovers drew, : 
Who lik'd her fin much — and money too; 

Rut ev'ry art they us d was all in vain, 
For thus ſhe yow'd ſhe ne er wou'd wed again. 


md 1 AIR 


AIX. 3 
T0 the Tune of, Mingotti's minuet... 
3 
Here I' ſwear it, 
Heav'n thall hear it, 
Iwill ever conſtant prove, 


To the deareſt | 


To my. firſt and only love. 
II. 
Leave your wooing, 


Ceaſe purſuing, | 
Know my heart was fix'd before ;- | 


All your fighing, 
Swearing, lying, 3 
Ne'er © ne'er ſhall win me more le 


R I-“ 


(69) 


ö 


In ſmart young captain came among the ret, 
And in a diff rent-ftrain his love expreſs'd ; 
| Not bowing, ſighing, cringing, and all that, 

But hugs and kifles, to the bus neſs pat; 


REC IT ATIVE. 


And while he claſp'd her, ftrugling, to his breaſt, 


| In — vein the widow he addreſs'd. 


55 AIR. 


I To the Tune of, Murdoch O Blanq. 


R- 


1prithee no more of this old-faſhion'd folly, ma'm, 
Tis a ſin againſt nature to waſte thus your prime 
0 Conſider you re youthful, and handſome, and jol- 

ly, ma'm, 
If you love pleaſure, now now is your time ; 
Come then let's away my dear, 

Make no delay, my dear, 
| le by your eyes that love thinks it no crime, 


By 


(70) 

By heaven your charms are divine, "Ti 
Your lips are like honey ! ſwear, CE 
If yo ke u will conſent to be mine, iy - 

ou ſhall not repent it, my dear. 


ry Rear lz. 


As the FRY Te yields to a hs: : 442 
So the blith captain baniſh'd grief away ; | 


No longer ſorrow faulter'd on her tongue, 
But with a ſmile, conſenting, thus ſhe ſung. 


1 AI A. 


| 7 0 me Tune of, Naniy — | 
Dear captain, I muſt needs declare, 
Your joc und manner, pleaſing air, 
Have done your bus'neſs to a hair, 
And faith I think you clever; 
With other arts you ne er had won | 
What mitth and humour now have done, 
You've finiſh'd well what you begun, 
And ] am yours for ever. 


ad th . 


9 0 
i 
' 
* 
1 : 


| 


E 


 , The Soldier's Return. 
AC ANT ATA. 
_ RECITATIVE. 
Fa and ragged, mark'd with * and 


- Fee ſeidier Will to England come once more ; 
And as he weary trudg'd from ſtreet to ſtreet, 
His Molly, dearly lov'd, he chanc'd to meet ; 
With joyful arms 2 claſp'd him to her breaſt, 
And once again her ſoldier thus addreſs d. 


A1R. 
To the Tune, Ne more of my Harriot, &c. 
| I. 5 | 


And is my dear Billy come home once again, 


rom the terrors of war on the land and the main ? ? 


(72) 
Still true to thy love, tho thy abſence Ive mourn d. 
Let my ſorrows all vaniſn fince thou art return'd; 

Then chear up, my lad, and thy fortune declare, | 


What glory, What riches, you've gain'd in the war, | 


II. 
'Q why are you ſilent, and why heaves that ſigh? | 
Why ſuddenly ftarts the big tear from your eye? 
I prithee, dear William, thy ſorrows give o'er, | 
Since heaven has ſent you to England once more; 
But come to my arms, and thy fortune declare, - 
What glory, what riches, you've gain'd in the war, | * 


RECITATIVE. 
Chear'd by his Molly's kindneſs, Vill began 


Io clear his brow, and re-aſſume the man; 


And while, in loving fort, her hand he preft, 
He freely thus his ſentiments expreſs d. 


AIR | ! 


IR 


5 * 


| 


(73) 
AIR. 


To the Tune, Come, come, my good Shepherds, aur 
Flocks let us ſheer. 


I. 


In vain, my dear Molly, we fancy in war 


Such triumph, ſuch glory, and riches there are; 
The glory we ſhare trom the great to the fmall, 


- Butas to the riches — the Great have em all. 


=: * 


Though hank, we muſt never enquire or know, 


That juſt in the Time we ſhould ſtrike a bold blow ) 


Our conqueſts our lawrels, all purchas'd fo dear, 


Muſt, for what the Lord knows be reſtor'd to 
monficur. = 


But what we can't help, irl, we needs muſt endure 
And my ſword in its ſcab may now reſt ſecure, 


II follow my trade, which my fancy beſt ſuits, 


To — old ſhoes, or to — old boots. 
An 


AR 
HISTORICAL BALLAD 
N "Opin Of 
F RICH. OLD: ENGLISH LADY, 
Who was killed by a Seoren Pitt. 


To the Tune, There as ava Woman bo uu. 
= - the Moer, f- 1 - 


* — 2 4 9 a, 0 *. a. *-- 
* 
S , 


Good Engliſh lady = was 8 
bat liv'd in 1 and 8. renown | 


But 


: | Of eftates which ſhe had in a goodly condition, 
| Suu Ted mans wy Cones _ 1 


\ Uneafy and vex' d at this daring intrußon, 
| She try d to eject em, but vain i the illuſion; 
A caſe of this ſort could admit of no flaw, 


| Phyticians were ſent for to think for che beſt ; 
|, Tl weak was her body and pallid her face. 


O78) 
or 


But once on a time, in the year fifty-five, 
She met with a loſs ſhe could hardly ſurvive ; 


mW. 


Poſſeſſion, they thew'd her, was Rronger than law. 


W. 
Each day the good lady's diſorder cent, 


But the raſcally tribe made a jobb of her caſe, 


Ah 


(76) 
v. 


| Ah what could be done ! She grew wheezy and | 


And had like to gone off in a fit apoplectic; 


But her children before ſhe came out of her fit, | 


Thought proper to ſend for the great Dr. Pitt. 
| VI. 


The goodly old lady with rapture reviv d, 
His med'cines ſhe took with amazing ſucceſs, 


month, or leſs. 
VII. 


The world was amaz'd at the dotor's great Kill, | 


They found he was able to cure ev'ry ill; 
And as in his chariot he rode thro' the city, 


They ſhouted applauſe --- By my ſoul it was pret- 


. 


END 


Nr 


As ſoon as this able phyſician arriv'd, T 


And was well — charming well — in 2 twelve | ® 


8 — ww 2 


. 


(77) 
VIII. 


Each bungler in phyſic with envy and ſpite 
Beheld him, and ſwore his preſcriptions were trite, 
His ſyſtem abſurd, and his principles vain, 


Nor could they from perſonal ſcandal refrain. 


IX.. 
But bold with ſucceſs he deſpis'd their _ 


His merit difpell'd all their dirty af] 
The quacks more enrag'd as 


gain'd 3 re- 


nown, . 


6 foon bring himdown. 


X. 
They told the wiſe king, with ſome ſeeming diſ- 
cretion, 
That in truth it was time he ſhould leave the pro- 
feſſion, 


. Thro' age and the out that his mind was impair- = 


ing, 
And, in ſhort, that the man was the worſe for the 
wearing, 


(78) 
XI. 


I'd give him a penſion, the monarch reply'd, 4 


But you know - very well that the doctor has | 


ide, 


pri 
Perhaps he'll refuſe it ; — — pſhaw, let him alone, 


Quoth they, he'd eg glad to accept of a crown, | ' 


"The p 


penſion accepted — the doctor refigns, 

The people were dey'liſhly vex'd, in their minds; 

The lady relaps d, and the doctor was ſent for, 

And n none but her dear Dr. Pitt cou'd content her. 
: { de 


- XII. 


( 


T hey fought him 3 in vain, for the dotor was | 


W 

(Indiff pos d i in nis health) to his ſeat out of town z 
The lady's relapſe was ſo. quick and ſevere, © 
7 hat the people out her * to look queer. 


78 4 . 


5 
* 
= I * 
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* 
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85 Io ſaying, he gave her a damn'd Scottiſb Pill. 


(79) 
XIV. 


A noted Scotch quack, in the room of the doctor, 
| Was ſent for to bleed her; — he came, — but he 
| At the ſight of his Caledon viſage, they fa 
She ſtarted, ſhe ſeream'd, firs, and fainted 


1 
away. 


Xv. 


Vys the quack, like a vain ſelf-conceited Scorch elf, 


I warrant I'll bring her again to herſelf ; 
Here's that ſhall reftore her, and cure ev'ry ill, 


. 
XVI. 


Twas as big as a common-ſiz'd bolus they ſay, 
| Iftuck in her thorax, and ſtopt up the way; 
The quack, to appearance, was quite ſympathetic, 
And frighted, preſcrib'd her a Gallic emetic, 


Kind 


XVII. 


Til bring her to Peace, quoth the quack, IE] 


word, 
Already her ſpirits begin to increafe, 


She Il be well in a fortnight, but let her baren. 


XVIII. 


Peace i is all that ſhe wants, quoth the quack, vin 
deluſion, 

Her illneſs proceeds all from jars and confuſion; 
While thus he was talking, the lady la — 4 
Then gave up the Shoſt, and had EACE cuer- 


laſting. 


Mickle 


Kind doctor, reſtore ber — FI children implord 


re | 


| He courted the laffie baith nightly and daily, 


4 =F what reaſonis there that thus you ſhou'd wy 
Ha 


Becauſe that he wanted to rifle her daizey. 


(8) 
. $$3$#$4$4444444% 


M ickle ado about Nathing, 


A SCOTS SONG. 


To the Tune of, Eule and fairh, 
oy 


CKEY was blithſome, and Jenny 


was gally. 


ut ah the poor girl ſhe grew ſomething uneaſy, 
Becauſe that he wanted to rifle her daizey ; 
Rifle her daizey, 
Rifle her daizey, 
II. 
Quoth ſhe, Maiſter rock, gin ye mean me to marry 


G 


(82) 


Ha patience, quoth Fate, key, and mak yourſel eaſy, 4 | 
I nathing ere meant but to rifle your _ , | Wh 
Sy Rifle your daizey, &c 


* e 3 may gang to the dee 
Valck to Meſs-John and the Kirk you appeal, fir; 


Hoot laſſie, quoth he, I'll na vex ye, nor teize ye, The 
What harm would it be now to rifle our daizey? u 
Rifle your „Ke. Het 
| Fre 
IV. „ Got 
Quoth he, let me touch but the delicate floweret, 
Ye may be ſure that 1 will not devour i it; 
No, no, ye falſe loon, may the Deel himſel ſeize * 
You never, no never, ſhall rifle my dalzey ; He 
Rifle my daizey, &c. |, 0 
Th 


What | 


1 
! 
| 


( tg ) 

fy, |. I 1 5 V. TC 

I ͤ What never! quoth Fockey, and ſprang to the char- 

e. mer, VV 28 

With kiſſing and preſſing he ſoon gan to warm her 
| Thus fainting the ery d, O Jock, can it pleaſe ye ? 


| | By force thus to touch, or to rifle my daizey ; 
eel 5 8 Rifle my daizey, &c. 
fir; | . 1 
ye, | The hard- hearted loon, notwithſtanding her faint- 
e ng 1 OY 3 Ws : 
y Her fighing, entreating, her ſtrugling and panting, 
| Prefs'd on to the prize, juſt as if he was crazey, 
Got into her garden, and rifled her daizey ; 
ret, „ 
| VII. 
EF] me 
He ſoon quench'd the flame of his amorous paſſion 


c. | , While ſhe grew more fond to indulge inclination ; 
| But ah the poor ſhepherd was waxen ſo laizy, 
| That he found no defire to rifle her daizey ; 


i 
i 
— 


That Rifle her daizey, &c, 


(84) 


gef b 


; | 


The good old Way the beſt. 
Tune, There Was an old Woman 1 tell ye. 1 
8 * | 
E buxom lads and lafſes, 


Come liſten to me, 
And you all will agree, 
That $wiving each pleaſure ſurpaſſes, | 


The tools of Reformation, 

Cry out againſt this paſſion, 
And thun the four Stars, 
For the fake of an A—fe : 


— Its a damnable Rerre-gradation. 1 


That carry ſome glee in your faces, © | 


| 
| 
'H 


(560 
III. 


But, O ! when once they're caught, ar, -- 


And into the pillory got, fir, 
They ſnivel for fear, 
Leſt attack'd in the rear, 


Their A—fz thould ſoon go to pot, fir. 


IV. 


'Tis odd theſe pious people, 
(For which they muſt turely ſleep ill) 
Should leave the poor Eburch 

In ſo woeful a lurch, 


And chuſe to Bebit the Steeple. 


V. 
For, ah, the Church, our mother, 


| Commands each pious brother, 


His ſeed to increaſe, 
In plenty and peace, 


- With woman, it means, but no other, 


(86) 


b |.s 
Confuſion then to thoſe, fir, 
Who Nature's law oppoſe, fir, RS 
May ev'ry di ak, © 0 
On their privities ceaſe, 3 


Till they ſink to the Devil below, ſir. 


(87) 
eee 
A The QUEENs ASS. 

. A Nzw Humorous ALLEGORICAL SONG. : 


Honi ſeit qui mal y penſe. | 
To the Tune of, Stick a Pin there. 


E bucks and ye jemmies who amble the Park, 

-4 Whoſe hearts and whoſe heads are as light- 
ſome as cork, 1 

| Through Buckingham-Gate, as to Chelſea you paſs, 
| Without fee or reward, you may ſee the Q's A— 
See the Y——'s A—: See the Q——"s A—, 
Without fee or reward, &c. 
. B. 47 the defire of ſeveral of the Author's friends, the four fal ono 
1 — — 
The | Men before. | ; GOO 5 


(8) 


IT. 
A fight ſuch as this ſurely never was ſee: 


Who the Deuce would not gaze at the A of a 


What proſpect ſo charming! - — what ſeene can | 
_ ſurpaſs 
The delicate ſight of her M- 


'S A—? 
III. 


Though ſqueamiſh old prudes with inveRive and I 


ſpleen, 
May turn up their noſes and cenſure the — 


Crying out,. — “ "Tis a ſhame, that her Q. ſhip, 
alas, 


« Should take ſuch a Wine in expoſing her A—. 
IV. 
Let them rail if they will; yet I'll bett Ten toOne, 


Not a prude of them all but would alter her tone, 


Provided that fortune, ſo kind to each laſs, 
Had beſtow'd fuch a an A as her M--—' s A 


| could kiſs (if no treaſon) — her M=—'s A---. 


( 89) 


V. 


The Fribbles cry out, « Tis a fin and a ſhame 


* To ſuffer a ſight with jo filthy a name:“ 


| Though they rail, yet will each take a peep thro” 


his glaſs, 


For who wou'd not peep at her M——'s Am? 


FI. 


| From Meese 8 2 place of renown, 
| This good- natur d P--n--fs came here for a crown, 


And now in return to the folks as they paſs, 


dhe kindly repays them — by ſhewing her A—. 


VII. 


Je Gods I I with pleaſure could gaze day and 


night, 


At ſo charming, fo pretty, ſo curious a ſight: 


In truth, I muſt own --- nay, I ſwear by the Maſs, | 


But 


(90) 
VIII. 
But this for a | ubject, though loyal, I fear 


Would be look'd on by ſome folks as coming toe | 


near; 


Then in prudence my paſſion yl Rifle, alas ! 
Content but to gaze on her M—'s A—. 


IX. 


Refign'd to my fate, thus to gaze and no more, 

2 vain for poſſeſſion I ſigh and imglorez 
re be ras us that all fleth is graſs, 

A J preſume, i is her — A—. 


x. 


Since then there is no mighty diff rence between 
The A--- of a ſubject, and that of a Q----n, 
Let each lad full of glee take his bottle and glaſs, 


her A--, 


And arink the nt health not forgetting |' 


11 


= 2888 


W 


(gr) 


|  KEKEXa XN RAE RNoeXT_ 


A 
NEW HUMOROUS SONG 
ON THE 


CHEROKEE CHIEFS. 
Inſeribed to the Ladies of Great - Britain. 


To the Tune of, Ceſar and Pompey were both of 


I. 


HAT a piece of work's here, and ad—d 
Botheration | 


Of three famous Chiefs from the Cherokee nation ; 
| Who the duce wou'd ha' thought, that a people 
— polite, fir, 

Vaud ha” flrr'd out o' doors to ha" ſeen ſuch 2 


dent, fir? _ 


f (92) 

Are Monflers ſo rare in the Britiſp dominions. 
That \ we : thus ſhould run crazy forCherokee Indians. 
Are Momrs fo rare, oc. 
U. 


How eager the folks at Vanxball, or elſewhere, fir, 
With high expectation and rapture repair, fir ; 


Tho” not one of them all can — the leaf + 


reaſon, 


Save that Monſters of all ſorts are always in ſeaſon. | 
If fo, let the Chiefs here awhile have their ſtation, 


And ſend for the whole of the Cherokee nation. 
7 ſo, let the Chiefs, &c. 


III. 
The ladies, dear creatures, ſo ſqueamiſh and dain- 


ty, 
Surrounded the Cherokee warriors in plenty; 
Wives, widows, and mairons, and pert little miſſes, 


Were — and — g for Cherokee was 


(93) 


| Bach grave looking prude and each f wart-looking 
belle, fir, 

ns. | — no Engine eber kifs'd fo well, fir. 

J. Each grave a Prude, Se. 


IF. 


ir, That Cherokee lips were much ſofter and ſweeter, 
Their touch more refin'd, and their kifles repleter, 


aſt he fair ones agreed nay, I mean not to flatter, 
 '\* For who like the ladies cou'd judge of the matter? 

mn. Ye nymphs then, who like 'm, indulge your odd 
"> | -paiſion, 

| Refw—d by the Chicks of the Gberakee nation. 

| 1 een then, Sc. 
in- | Ye females of Britain, ſo wanton and witty, 

| Who love even monkies and ſwear they are pretty, 
| |" The Gberokee Indians, and firanger Shimganzeys, 
S, | 8 creatures, have tickled your fancies 
3 vw hich 
ch | = 

BP 


(94) 


Which proves, that the ladies ſo fond are of billing, 


They'd kiſs, even Montters, were Monfters as vil. | 


ling. 


Which proves, that, &c, 
8 


No more then theſe Chiefs, with their ſcalping- 


knives dread, fir, 


head, fir ; 


Let the caſe be revers'd, and the ladies prevail, fir, 
And inſtead of the head, kin the Cherokee * 


ſir. 
Ye bold female 
Collect all your force for a 


Shall ſtrip down the ſkin from the Englifoman's 


, courageous and hearty, 
grand Scalping 
Te bold female Scatpers, &c 


VII. 8 


Party. 


» — — — 


For weapons, ye fair, you've no need to petition, 
No — you'll want for this odd expediti rY ot 


— 


HD 9928 


(95) 
A ſoſt female hand the beſt weapon I ween is, 


x „ To ſtrip down the bark of a Cherokee P-n-s, 
* | 


Courageous advance then, each fair Exgliſb tartar, 
Scalp the Chiefs of the Scalpers, and give them no 
Courageous advance then, each fair Englith Tartar, 
Scalp the Chiefs of the Scalpers, and give them no 
Quarter. | 


The 


(96) 


- "WE 
MASQUERADE; 
5 n 
POLITICAL BAG-PIPER, 
A New Comic SONG, 
In the SCOTCH TasrEF, 


Qui capit, ille facit. 
J 


F ra' Scotland he came wWi' his broad - ſword in 
4 - hand, | 


To the Tune of, The Flowers of Edinburgh. | 


eee 


RA' Jobs 0 0” Boot was a bonny muckle Mon, i 


rd in 


| Sic muſic as this is, can ſurely never fail, 


ix che wt join d with the German Flute S 


by © When the Bagpipe' $ * by my bn 0" Boot.” 


(97) 


| He came at the head of a bra' bonny clan, D 


Who the de'el cou'd his muckle muckle ſuit with- 
_ ſtand? ? | : | . 1 
He looked ſo neat, | 

And he kiffed ſo feet, 


wm That a Dame of Renown ſoon gave ear to his ſuit 


Then his Pipe he lugg'd out, 
And ye not to doubt, 
But in concert he play'd. — with her German Flute. 


= 


 Quoth be, bonny laſſic, your Flute gangs wel, 
And keeps gude time wi” my Bagpipe clear; 


In time to accord with an J. -ngliſh car; 


For what muſic ſo ſweet, 
Or what harmony compleat, \ 


Then turning up her eyes, 
Strait the muckle Dame replies: 


Pl: ay 


u. 
onny lad, Fhave good fore of gotd, 


fa awa 
Your 


* al return 10 a climate ſo cold, 


For your Kiſſes are warmer and ſweeter than 
4. 
1 


* ath he, do not mourn, 
: For I neer will return, 
While here I can taſte of the Golden Fruit: 
Then his Pipe he eſſay d, 
And another Lilt he play'd, 
* concert forge — * her m Flute. 


| iv. 
Away Enghifb tools, * 


In muſic to vie with a bonny H. 
No more ſhall the laſſes of Eu 


retend, 


— . 


ſhall be ful while your Pipe it can 


M0 


or 


yi 
| The fam'd Iriſh Yigg, 2 compar d to ny |'- 
Vun: ä . 


n 
For a quick merry ſtrain, 
That enlivens . vein, 


5 | Who the De el with a Scoofinas Weile rab? 


can But his alone, 
Has too much of the drohe, 
Ind of need muſt ** with my Ge Fla 


V. 


] Come 5 lads, then with pleaſure advance, 
Your poor empty ferips and your wallets difown 
Juno Beat bears the bell fir and leads up the dance 
un the Grand Maſquerade at the Tbiſtle — Crown, 
There ſweetmeats and wine, 
Shall intreat you to dine; 
| Your hunger aſſwage, and your ſpirits recruit, 


þ 1 
3 


While more fo to the ear, 

+ | Hark ! the ſo clear, 
u concert reſounds with the German Flute. 
my | 5 

For 3.4 


_ 


- WM 2 


(109 
VI. 


A fine En 20 Fiddle onda to the ſtrain, 
A 7 ſure never was play d on before; 


The French- born, at a diſtance, would join it amain | 


And the Span 
But woe to the land, 
If they join 3 in the band, 


Soon the Fiddle wou'd be broke, and the Rur 


ſtick to boot, 
For an Exgl; born, 
Should deſpiſe a French-born, . 
Though h his car may be tickled by a German Flute. 


Guittar play an overture in ſcore, 


The | 


le. 


4 eee, 


| 


I Ames of P 
ow To be cock d in a trice at the old Bedfor 


( 101 ) 


The PEACE-SOUP-MAKERS, 
OR -- 


A New Meſs at the BeprorD-HEaD, 


A LOYAL. SONG, 
| Addreſſed to the People of ExdLAnB. 

F late we have heard of a Rird in high ftation 
Determin'd to give an odd treat to the aa- 


tion ; 

he has order'd, tis faid, 
4 Hood. 
Sing Tantararara Cooks all, Cooks all, 
| Sing Tantararara Cooks all. 


The 


( 102 ) 


= W II. 


muy puzzling their braivs how to cook up the 
8; 
Each politic noddle reflected and reaſon d, 


A Bes the people would certain like it well ſeaſon's 
antararara, Re. 1 


"" 
- w.1 3 "I III. . 


But my Laird of the Boot us d to oatmeal and water | 


To crowdy and ried el, knew nought of the matter, 
Moft ſtrongl dem, with — Pretence, 
101 leave out * Seas ning, and ſave the expence. 


Sing Tantararars, G, | 
TV. L . : 2 1 

If this is Britons will look! 
thn nan 


For 


The MY al | attended his call, —you may 8 z 


Fe 
P 


* 
5 


For | 


| [ You have fought — you have c 


* 
. _ 
5 th 


Then rouſe * v lerhacgy ri 
| 'Tis time, my good friends, 1 urn yaur 


( 100 


the who but a Scotſinan could reliſh ſuch Stuff ? 


So prithee, My Laird — Hake it ſeafon'd enough. 
5 "0 r E 
045 * Lane 2 15 . 
Ihe 3 Sal would bei d , I fear 
The French will rejoice, and the H nders ſacer : 


Poor England dejected would fink down her head, 
And Scorſmen grow fat on — Engliſbmens bread. 


Sing Tantararary, Nos | 7 
1 VI. | 5 $3009 14. 


a » if} Q@1 


* 


Eyes: 1 17 
uerd ur 
honour increaſe, 1 02 | 
Nor ſuffer your fame to be foil's with 's Po, 


Sing Tantararara, &. 
No 


(104) 


ten d hes 
No longer let-bunglers in cook'ry pretend, 


To poiſon: your taftes for their own private ends : 


Infipid ſoup meagre, or crowdy, or ſallad, 
Sing Tantararara, &c. 


VIII. 


a w_— } - 
* „ il * 
. 


11 ſoup, if you have it, be laſting and 
ong, n 
To ſtick to the ribs of the old and the young; 


gour 
And 


Sing Tantararara cooks all, cooks all, 
ing Tantararara cooks all. 


3 # 4 ifQtT 


; ef 
— — 4 
* 


Then 


5 lifbman's palate. 


High feaſon'd and rich, it will add to your vi- 
give you freſh coura wn ge to draw ſword or 


rhei 
You 
Tol 
But 


(6103) 


12 

rhen 'bate not a grain of your Sea, ning at leaſt, 

| Your ſpirit maintain e re your powers' decreas'd, 
To be gull'l of your glory, ne er jet it be ſaid, 

But down with the Booz, and the old Bedford Head. 


Sing Tantararara cooks all, cooks all, 
Sing Tantararara cooks all 


#206 ) 
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A | | 
RAND SOLEMN DIRGE, 


IN THE 


H igh Burleſque Tragi-comic Taſte; ; 
Performed at the FunzRAL of 


OLD ENGLISH LIBERTY, 


"The Day the Treaty of Peace was ſigned, sin 
England, France, and Spain. 


Firſt Recitariveg. By Mr. Bawidon, 
To the bladder and firing. 


'Enceforth no Engliſh Brow ſhall ſmile, 
She's gone! — The darling of our Ile! 
f Struck to the heart ; ; With 


t 


( 107 1 
With grief and ſmart ;_ ; 
>} Wor!” 
Ah! Oh „ F 
Weep, wail! 
Cry, rail! 


Kare. fwear, 


Nothing remains, but les 


By Mr. N the Rack Jani. | 
| To ile Anvil and Hammer. 
Tune, By the Side of a great Kitchen Fire. 


When the tax on the Porter was laid, 
I thought they had ſomething in view 


Somo 7 ſweng e IN trade, 


=... ſince ng Ye Rad nothing to. gc 


ker e n bene 


N. 4 
are 11 


2 7 
© Bu 


— 
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But the Halfpenay breaks my poor heart, 
"And the ber no bette than v water, 


| x, D U q T T A. 
By Mi Rent and Mit Shriller (Two Milk on 
To the Rattling of their Pails. 
| (Tune, The Attic Fire.) | 
Co brave that ht and bled, 
Four anlog i dead, 
By cruel hands the fell ; = 
The lovely fair alas } no more 


Shall ſmile on poor Britanmia's ſhore ; — | 
© grief too great totell ! 5 B 


RECITATIVE. 
N —— and Sage. 
cru. Drone of « Baxpige.) | 


1 em, for their damn d Il nature, ſfrhey 
; I'll fing 'em home , with finging ſatire. | 


1 


(109) 
1 Al R. 
| (Accompanied: with the T ongs and Fire-Bovel,) 


(Tune, Britons, frike home. ) 


ſneak home, 
Sneak home, 
Sneak home, 
Tour liberty's gone, 
Fark! Hark to her - knelt! 
Hark! Hark to her knell! DeCepe 


* dong, bell. a 
D U E T TA. 
By Meſfrs. Savage and Mad-Ox, Bulchers. 
(To the Marrow-benes and Cleavers J 


Icuune, As T was 6 driving my Wagon one Day, be.) 


| [The Devil take all their damn'd ſcheming, I fay, 
| rbey en R re * vu" If =y 


(116 ) 


They buticher'd her vilely, and manzled her ſore, " 

And made themſelves 4 with the poor crea- 1 
. N 

nene 


Ah, poor liberty : old En liſp lib erty ! 
Genius of England, — 3 


NE CITATIVE and AIR: 

+ Mr. Shampleſs, tbe 7 runk-Maker. | 

To the Rumbling. of Carts, Coaches, and Broad- 
Whee! Waggons. 


Oh! I could tear their houſes down; 
Aye that I would far half a crown; 
Id make em ſtart, and ſtare, and wonder, 

Io hear my Stentorific thunder ! 


AIX. crune, Cover me with ke and Snow.) 


Ah it is a fatal blow, 
5 And a diſmal} overthrow 5 


4; | 
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Never was a ſcene of woe, 
Like what we — 


DUETTA. 


By Mr. Shagger, and Miſs Put-here, , Queariſts. 


(Accompanied by the Hurdy-Gurdy.) 


(Tune, Is Infancy our Hopes, &c.) 


When fair ſucceſs began to ſmile, 
And ſpread her chearing rays ; 

Each hero valu'd not the ſpoil, 
But fought in hopes of bays : 

Yet vi was all in vain, © 
('Twas juſt like childrens' play 


— giv n it all away. 


The S—t—þþ friends of France and Spain, 


RECI- 


OOO 880 — — — — 


( 122 ) 
 RECITATIVE. 
By Mr. Low, the Highwayman . 
(Accompanied with the Cli nking of Fetters.) 


And ſordid ſeek their country's fate ; > 
Becauſe forſooth, they're rich and great ? 
| While ſuch as I are hahg'd in air, 

For only putting folks in fear. 

3 "> RW 
Tune, Since Laws were made, &c. 
If raſcals were puniſh'd..of ev'ry degree, 
For robbing their country, or taking a fee, 
What a heap of S—b faces we daily ſhould ſee 
Under Tydurn tree. 


| Shall villains kill or rob in ſtate, | 


But favour can take out the ſtain from a coat, 
Een the blood of a king who was fold for a groat, 


For that they will ſay was a trifling fault — 
_* Meck beath. | But d——n their Plea, . 


( 113 ) 
RECITATIVE. 


By Mrs. Vixen-t (Termagant) To the Clack of a Mill. 


Like to the clack of this ſame mill, 
They ne' er ſhall make my tongue ye Rill ; 
May rage and clamour never ceaſe, - 

To make a 129 about the Peace. 


AIC. 
mM the Tune of, . 


Come Nelly and Moell, 
Come Suſan and Doll, 
Each termagant raiſe up your voice ; 
Let us rave, let us ſquall, 

Let us bellow and bawl, 
And make a moſt damnable noiſe ! 


I. 


cm) 
CHOR US. 


No Peace ſhall there be, 
For them nor for me, 
So let's have a . 
Damnable noiſe 
Damnable noiſe | 
So let's have a damnabie noiſe | 


RECITATIVE. 


By Mr. Quaker, the finging Baker, and Mr. Legg-it 


Buy all the gods I'll make em - of 
Their lips to gquaver and to quale 
I'll ſhew myſelf a ſubject true; 


Ha Maſter Legg-it, what ſay yow ? 


Mr. Legit 


2 long as I've a Lex to ſtand on, 
1 never will the cauſe abandon, 


4 
z 
0 


it 


(33g) 
AMBO. 


| To liberty raiſe up the high chearful train, 


We nc'er can forget, tho' we can't her regain, 


How charming the look d with her ſhield and 


| Afriend to the ſtranger, a ſtranger to. fear. 
Oe Da Capo. 


* 
* 


LPR 


her ſpear !. 


RECITATIVE and'AIR. 
Dy Miſs Cat-ly, and Miſs Squallam. 
” ( Accompanied by the Cat-Organ,) 


Te catierwauling Tribe each night, 
Diſturb their ſlumber, wake em quite: 
Your baſe and treble pipes prepare, 
And harrow up their ſouls with fear. 


AIR. 


(116) Sine 


AIR. 


e . 1 


Strait hh bawling !_ | 

Squealing, ſqualling! The 
Ne'er your helliſh muſic ceaſe : : | 

With eternal | 
Strains infernal | | 
Tell em they ſhalthave no Peace. [Da Cape | 


GRAND Cnon vs, accompanied Ly the whole Band. «JF 


No Peace ſhall there be, 
For them nor for me, 

So let's have a damnable noiſe ! 
Damnable noiſe ! 
So let's have a damnable noiſe. 

VVV Da Capo. 


« | The * 


VF 


(m7) 


| 1 $Þ 
The SCOTCH YORE, or « Englith Reſentment, 


A New Sone. 


To the Tune of, The Queen's Aſs 


\P freedom no longer let Engliſhmen boaſt 


Nor liberty more © be their favourite toaft ; 


| The Hydra oppreſſion your charter defies, 


And galls * necks with the yoke of Exciſe, 
A yoke of Excife, &c. 


In vain have you conquer d, my brave hearts of 
oak, 


Tour lawrels, your conqueſts, are all but a joke; ; 
Let a r—ſ—ly peace ſerve to open your eyes, 


7 — the d--n--ble ſcheme of a Cyder-Excite, 


A Cyder-Excile, &. 


What 


a ain ke OE. 


( 18 ) 


What though on your Porter a duty was laid, 0 
Tour Liębt double-tax'd, and encroach'd on your Te 
wage, --_--.- And 
 Whoc'er could have thought that a D ſo wiſe, 

Would admit ſuch a tax as the Cyder-Excife, 
The Cyder-Exciſe, &c. In 


I appeal to the Fox, or his friend OHN A Boor, 7 

If tax d thusthe juice, then how 822 may the fruit? But 

Adieu then to good apple-puddings and pyes, 1 . 
If &er they ſhould taſte ofa curſed Exciſe. | 

= nl curſed Exciſe, &c. | Fro: 

Let thoſe at the 8 who have Gughtt to enſlave 4 Can 


A nation ſo glorious, a * fo brave; © i 
At once be convinc'd thattheir ſcheme you deſpiſe | 
And ſhed your laſt blood to oppoſe their Excite, | ,_ 

Oppoſe their Excife,, &c | 


Core on then my lads, who have fought and have 
ble 8 


A tax * may, perhaps, ſoon be laid on your bread ; 


: 
- 


(119) 

* ; Ye natives of More. fter and Devon ariſe, 
And ſtrike at the root of the Cyder- Exciſe, 

& | The — &c. 


No longer let 3 at the H—m of the St—e, 
Wich fleecing and grinding purſue a_ s fate; 
; | Let power no longer your withes dif 
FI But off with their heads — by the way of Exciſe, 

g The way of ExC iſe, . 


f 


From two Latin words, ex and iis, I ween, 
3 the hard word Exciſe, which 10 cut off does 


W | Take thel ho hint then, my lads, let your freedom ad- 
» | 
And give them a taſte of their fav'rite Exciſe, 

* Their fav'rite Exciſe, their fav'rite Exciſe, 
ve | | And give them a taſte of their fav'rite Exciſe. 


d; * 1 | N Then 


( 120 ) 


Then toſs off your bumpers, my lads, while you | 
mays, | 
To PITT and Lord TEMPLE, huzza, boys, 5 


huzza! 


Here's the King that to tax his poor ſubjects de- | 


nies, 


But pox o the ſchemer that 


plann'd the Exciſe, 


That e that, &c. 4 


> > 


WiLKES 


OST 


6” 


200-3: 7 
: | SEÞSSEPEE$SE HEHE SSD 
i WiIXESs and LIBE XTY. A New Song. 

#1 To the Tune of, Gee bo, Dobbin. 
#1 WII. EN 8 oppreſſion rear'd up its d—n'd 


And Old — liberty almoſt was dead; 

Brave WIIkES, like a true Engliþ Member aroſe 

And thunder'd defiance againſt Exgland's foes, 

O feet Liberty! an and Liberty * 
Old Engliſh Liberty, O 


With truth on his fide, the great friend of his cauſc 
He wrote for the Good of his Country and laws, 

No Penficn could buy him — no title or place, 
Could tempt him his Country, or ſelf, to debaſe. 


© furet Liberty ! kr. 


4 K : To | 


( 122 ) 


To daunt him in vain with confinement oy * 

But ah his great Soul c'en the Tow EA defy d; 

Conduct me, kind Sir (to the jailor he ſaid) 

% bere never Scotch Rebel, or Traitor, has laid. . 
Oo fwweet Liberty! &c. 


But the jailor knew well it was not in his power, 
To find ſuch a place any-where in the Tower ; 


So bege'd, if he could, he'd the lodging think 
well on, 


Although it ſmelt W of Scotch and Rebellion. | 


O brave Liberty &. 


The friend of his cauſe, noble TEMPLE appear rd. | 


(Brave TEMPLE, by cach Engliſh Boſom rever'd) 
But ſuch was their power — or rather their ſpite, 


That his Lordſhip of Wilkes could not gain the kalt A 


fight; 
Oo _ Liberty &. 


One 


| 


5 


0 123 * 
One would think then by this, and indeed with 


ſome reaſon, 


| That poor colonelWilkes had been guilty of Trea- 


ſon, 


| For ſure ſuch good people as now are in power, 


Would ne'er ae an innocent man to the 7. eiuer. 
O poor Liberty L dc. oe 


To Wetminſer then they the traitor convey'd, 


The traitor! What traitor ? Why Wilkes, as they 
ſaid, 
But when he came there they were all ina pother 
And look'd, like a parcel of fools, at each other. 
| 0 poor Liberty |! &c. 


Then back to the Tower they whirl'd him along, 
Midſt the ſhouts and applauſe of a well-judging 
throng, 


While the Jupes of oppreſſion debated, I trow, fir 


Moſt wiſely inprivate on what they ſhou'd do, ſir. 
O poor Liberty Kc. 


(1244) 


T der days had elaps'd when to Weftminfter-Hall, 


They brought him again, midſt th. plaudits of all; 
When Wiſdom and Pra rr ſoon decided the Caſe, 


And 4 was diſcharg d without * or dif- | 


© breve Liberty! 


Triumphant they bore him along thro' teen, | 


From true Engliſh voices joy eccho'd aloud : 
A Fig — —_ malice is vain, 


We have Wilkes --- aye and Wilkes has his freedom 


again 
O brave Li ! Wirxzs and Liberty! 
Old Engliſh Liberty, 01 


FINTIS. 


1 


| 


